*'MY     SERPENT     OF     OLD     NILE"

were jammed up with a jumble of soldiers, irregulars
(Andarti], who hovered around the army, always
ready for plunder or retreat, and women stooping
double under their vast bundles. Some carried a
wooden cradle on the top of the bundle, with a
baby inside. One had lashed a baby to her back
and a calf round her neck. Young girls also were
doubled under bundles, and children scrambled bare-
foot along the rocky ground, each driving a goat or
a sheep. And among the huddled mass whizzed and
fell the bullets fired at random by the Turks on the
summit. " Now we are in for a promiscuous mas-
sacre," I thought, " and Turks who enjoy killing can
have it."

Sunset was at hand. Night would bring some
cessation of the firing, and the Turks were worn-
out with their long fast of Ramadan, as the Greeks
were by Lent. But alarms continually renewed drove
the indistinguishable rabble onward. We reached a
long and narrow part of the road, shut in on our left
by a steep mountain height, and on the right by black
forest marshes stagnant and stinking, the overflow of
the small river Louros, which runs into the Am-
bracian Gulf. The name set me thinking again of
Cleopatra and her sudden flight, followed by Antony
just at the crisis of battle. Mothers had put two
weary children in front of me on the wooden saddle,
and dreamily I thought of Cleopatra's line, " O
happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! " The
words awoke in me a vision of that irresistibly alluring
queen.

Hour after hour we crept along under the malign
light of a waning moon, though blocked at times
by guns trying to join in the retreat, or by a struggling
crowd at some little spring of water. For no one
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